: SYNOPSIS.

Wu;:d.tll fa found murdered ln
-u- New York Wran

Nirs,
l'rom thc uhy an
&
L n l?-n
I ife. u
tor New York

snow #torm. On the

oo In Ing her of tha
lhl lovoa. hi Y.
ETeal =orrow, .

Py S ey

id.‘h-

MJI 5 I.lu |nn nnd lub-

¥ life
randall
in an auto dur-

way

mnn in the road
cﬂu who killed
Illl [} :“‘ﬂ had done

man
hind

ramlan
takes her to
dall hears the

t I!:ttv (‘Aﬂlwh'l ife, e:lo:nt 'gns:

' ntory of th she forbide
*l aver Lo ltll lho e Hetty a
trhndl.h ty from rrll

M,

nll laﬂ I?:itt
ulll'?'!lmhl

Wrandall and

lt the home o
Hotty

a
o ark after an nhxnce o
Laslla Wrandall, brof
minkes himmself ussful to !-.

wcomes greatly interested 'n Hetty.

—

CHAPTER VI.—Continued.

ra and Hetly did not stay long In
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" calmly,

in the eudden Impulse to ory
net the plan, but she checked
words. For a moment ler dark,

questioning eyes studied the face of
benefactress; then, as If nothing
baen revealed to her, she allowed

! They were sitting on the broad

imm overlooking the sound.
dusk of evening was beginning to
over the earth. She lald her
aslde,

“Will you telephbne in to him
dinner, Hetty?" went on Sara,
& long period of silence.

The
sleal
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Again Hetty started. This time a

look of actual pain fashed in her

ayes,

“"Would not & note by post be more
certaln to find him o the—" she be-

gnn hurriedly.
“] dislike writing notes,” sald

that you'd rather not telephone
I can—"

“I dare say | am finlcky, Sara,”
oglzad Hetty in quick contrition,
course he I8 your brother.
remem—"

Sarn

“Of course, dear, If you feel

him,

apol
1‘0’

1 should

"My brotherin-law, dear,” said Sara,

a trifle too literally.

“He will come often to your ho
went on Hetty rapidly.
the best of it"

“He s your friend, Hetty.
mires you,”

“I cannot see him through
oyes, Sarn."

use,”

“l must make

He ad-

your

“But he ls charming and agreeable,

=S yueH admil,” perslsted the other.

“He Iln very kind, and ho is devoted

to you.

I should like him for that.”

“You have no ecausé for disliking

hh-ll
*1 do not disllke him.

I—I am—Oh,

you always have been so thoughtful,

80 conalderste, SBara, | can't u

nder-

stand your falllng to see how hard it
in for me to—to—well, to endure his

open-hearted friendship.”
Bara was silent for a moment,

draw a preity flue line, Hetty"
sald gently,
Hetty flushed. “You mean

there is liitle to choose between
and brother? That lsn't quite
You know everything, he knows
ing. I wear a mask for him; you

.seen into the very heart of me,

ln'l the sams."
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“Liston, my dear” said Sara, a
hard note growing in her volee: “this
fs my home. I do not love It but 1
onn #ee no reason for abandoning it
That {8 why we came back to New
York”™

Hetty pressed her friend's hand to
her lps, “Forglve me” she erled Im-
pulsively. *“lI shouldn’t bhave com-
complained. It was detestable.”

“Healdes,” went on BSara wavanly.
“you wers quite free to remain on the
other slde. 1 left it to you."

“You gave me a week to decide,”
sald Hetty In a hurrled manneér of
speaking. “I—I took but twenty-four
hours—less than that, Over nlght,
you remember. [ love you, Sara. |
could not leave you. All that night
I could fesl you pulllng at my heart
strings, pulllng me closer, and holding
me. You were in your room, I In

| mine, and yet all the time you seemed

to be bending over me In the dark-
ness, urging me to stay with yon and

love you and be loved by you. It
couldn’t have been a dream.”
“It was oot a dream,” said Bara,

with a queer smile,
“You do love me?™ tensely,
“l1 do love you," was the firm an-
Sara was ataring across

. 7/ ﬂ

swer. the

“Good God, Saral” Cried the Girl In
Horror.

water, her eyes big and as black as
night Itself, She seemed to be looking
far bevond the misty lighta that bob-
bled with nearby schooners, far be-
yond the yellow mass on the opposite
shore whore a town lay cradled in the
shadows, far Into the fast darkening
aky that came up like a wall out of
the east.

Hetty's fingers tightened n a
warmer clagp. Unconsclously perhaps,
Sara's grip on the girl's sboulder
tightened also; unconscloasly, for her
thoughts were far away. The younger
woman's ponsive gase rested on the
peaceful waters below, taking In the
slow appruach of the fog that was
soon to envelop the land, Nelther
spoke for many minutes: Inscrutable
thinkers, each a prey to thoughts that
leaped backward to the beginning and
took up the puzzle at its inception.

"I wonder—" began Hetty, her eyes
parrowing with the intensity of
thought, She dld not complete tho
sentence.

Sars answered the unspoken ques-
tion. *It will never be different from
what it Is now, unless you make it 8o0.”

Hetty started. “How could you have
known what 1 was thinkilng?' she
aried In wonder.

“It 1s what you are always think-
ing, my dear. You are always asking
yourself when will T turn against you,”

“Sara!"

“Your own intelligence should sup-
ply the answer to all the quostions you
are asking of yourself. It is too late
for me to turn sgalnst you.” She ab-
ruptly removed her hand from Hetty's
shoulder and walked to the edge of
the vernnda, For the first time, the
Englleh girl was consclous of paln.
She drew her arm up and cringed. She
pulled the light scarf about her bare
shoulders,

The butler appeared In the doorway.

“The telephone, If you please, Miss

Castleton. Mr. Leslle Wrandall is
calling.”
The girl stared. “For me, Watson ™
“Yes, miga.”

Hetty hnd risen, visibly agitated,

“What sballi 1 say to him, Sara?
ghe cried.

“Apparently it is he who has somae-
thing to say to you,"” sald the other,
stll smillng. "“Walt and see what it
Is. Please don’'t neglest to say that
we'd llke to have him over Bunday.”

“A box of flowers has just come up
from the statlon for you, miss,” sald
Waltson.

Hetty was very white as she passed
into the house, Mrs. Wrandall re-
sumed her contemplation of the fog-
screened sound,

“Shall T fetch you & wrap, ma'am?
asked Watson, hesitating,

“l am comlng in, Walson. Open the
box of flowers for Miss Castleton. Is
Ahere a fire in the umr'

“Yen, Mrs. Wrandall.”

“Mr. Lealle will be out oo Saturday.
Tell Mre. Conkling.”

“The svening train, ma'am?™
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in her dark halr, where it had been
placed by the whimsical Hetly an hour
enrller as they left the dizner table.

“He 18 coming out on the eleven:
thirty, Bara,"” sald the girl nervously,
“unless you will send the motor in for
him. The body of his ear is being
changed and it's in the shop. He must
have been josting when he eald he
would pay for the petrol—I should
have sald gasoline

Hara laughed. "“You will know him
bettor, my dear,” she sald. “Lealie la
very light-hearted.”

"He suggested bringing a friend”
went on Hetty hurriedly. “A Mr.
Booth, the portralt painter.”

“l met him In Italy. He Is charm:
ing. You will like him, too, Hetty.”
The emphasis did not escape notles,

"It seems that he is spending a fort-
night In the village, this Mr, Booth,
painting spring lambs for rest and
recreation, Mr. Leslle says"

“Then he in at our very gates,” sald
Sara, looking up suddenly.

“l wonder if he can be the man 1
saw yesterday at the bridge,” mused
Hetty, "ls he tall?”

“1 really can't say. He's rather
ngue It was slx or seven years ago.”
It was left that Mr. Wrandall is to
come out on the eleven-thirty,” ex-
plained Hetty, “I thought you wouldn’t
like sending elther of the motors in.”

“And Mr. Booth?"

"We are to send for him after Mr.
Wrandall arrives, He ls stopping at
the Inn, wherever that may he."

“Poor fellow!" sighed Sara, with a
grimace, "I am sure he will like us
immensely If he has been stopping at
the Inn." .

Hetty stood staring down at the
blazing logs for a full minute before
glving expression to the thought that
troubled her.

“Burn,” she sald, meeting her
friend's eyes with a steady light in her
own, “why did Mr. Wrandall ask for
me instead of you? It is you he ls
coming to visit, not me. It Ia your
house, Why should—"

“My dear,” sald Sara glibly, “I am
merely his sisterindaw. It wouldn't
be necessary to ask me i he sbould
come. He knows he s welcome."

“Then why should he feel called up
on to—"

“Some men llke to telephone, 1 sup-
pose,” sald the other coolly,

“1 wonder If you will ever under-
stand how 1 feel about—about certain
things, Sara,”

“What, for Instance ™

“Well, hils very evident interest In
me,” erled the girl hotly. “He sends
mo fowers—thle s the second box
this week—and he is so kind, s0 very
friendly, Sara, that 1 can't bear It—I
really ean't.”

Mrs, Wrandall stared at her. “You
cau't very well send bhim about his

business,” she sald, "unless he be-
comes more than friendly. Now, can
you?"

“But It seeme so—so horrible,
boastly,"” groaned the girl

Sara faced her squarely.
Heotty," she sald levelly, “we have
made our bed, you and I. We must le
in (t—together. If Leslle Wrandall
chooses to fall In love with you, that
{8 hia affair, not ours, We must face
every condition. In plain words, we
must play the game.”

“What could be more appalling than
to have him fall in love with me

*The other way ’'round would be
more dramatic, I should say.”

“Good God Bara!” cried the girl In

B0

“See here,

horror. “How can you even speak of
euch a thing?™
“After all, why shouldn't—"" began

Sara, but stopped In the middle of her
suggestion, with the result that it had
ita full efMect without being uttered in
ro many cold-blooded words. The girl
shudderad.

1 wish, Sara, you would iet me un-
burden mysslf completely to you," she
pleaded, selzing her friend's hands.
“You have forbldden me—"

Sara jerked her hands away., Her
oyes flashed. *I do not want to hear
it,” she cried flercely. “Never, never!
Do you understand? It Is your secret,
I will not share it with you. I should
hate you If I knew everything, As it
is, | love you because you are a wom-
an who suffered at the hand of one
who made me suffer. There is noth-
ing more Lo say. Don't bring up the
subject agnin. I want to be your
friend for ever, not your confidants,
There {s a distinction, You may be
abla to see how very marked it s In
our case, Hetty, What one does not
know, seldom hurts.”

“But 1 want to justify myself—"

“It isn't necessary,” cut in the other
so peremptorily that the girl's eyes
spread into o look of anger, Where-
upon Sara Wrandall threw her arm
about her and drew her down beside
her In the chalse-lounge. “I didn't
mean to be harsh,” she cried. “We
must not speak of the past, that's all
The future Is not likely (o hurt us,
dear. Let us avold the past”

“The future!” sighed the girl, star
Ing blankly before her.

“To appreciate what It Is o be,™
eald the other, “you have but to think
of what It might have been.”*

“1 know,” eald Hetty, In a low
volee, “And yet ! sofmetimos wondor
1"

Bara Interrupted, “You are
me, dear, instead of the law,” ahe sald

{ gently. "I am not a harsh creditor,
am 17"
“My life to you. I glve It
cheerfully, even

She came to the bridga »y the mill,
long since desasted 22d now a thing of
ruin and decay. A man in knloker
bockers stood leaning sgainst the =all,
idly gazing down st the trickling
stream below. The brier pipe that
formad the circult betweén hand and
Hpa sent up soft blue colls to Hoat
uway on the drizzle.

She passed bebind him, with a sin-
gle furtive, curious glance at his kand
some, undisturbed profile, and In that
glance recognized him as the man she
bad seen the day before,

When she was a dozen rods away,
the tall man turned his face from the
strenm and sent after her the long-
restralned look. There was something
akin to cautiousness in that look of
his, as If he were afrald that she
might turn her head suddenly and
catch him at It. Something began
atirring In his heart, the nameless
something that awakens when least
expecied. He felt the subtle, sweet
femininity of her'as she passed. It
lingered with him as he looked.

She turned the bend in the road a
bundred yards away. For many min-
utes he studled the stream below
without really seeing It. Then he
strulghtened up, knocked the ashes
from his plpe, and set off slowly In
her wake, although he had been walk
ing In quite the opposite direction
when he came to the bridge—and on
& misslon of some consequence, too.

There was the chance that he would
meet her comlng back.

iy f.y
CHAPTER VIl [
A Falthful Crayon-Point.

Leelle Wrandall eame out on the
eleven-thirty, Hetty was at the station
with the motor, a sullen resentment
in her heart, but a welcoming smile
on her lips. The sun shone brightly,
The sound glared with the white of re-
flected skies.

“l thought of catehing the eight
o'clock,” he oried enthusiastically, as
he dropped his bag beslde the motor
in order to reach over and shake
hands with her. “That would have
gotten me here hours earller. The dif-
fleulty was that | didn't think of the
elght o'clock untll | awoke at nine."

“And then you had the additional
task of thinking about breakfast.'”
sald Hetty, but without a trace of sar
casm in her manner.

"l never think of breakfast,” sald
he amiably. *“I merely eat It. Of
course, It's a task to cat |t sometimes,
but—well, how are you?! How do you
llke it out here?"

He was beslde her on the broad
seat, his face beaming, his gay little
mustache polnting upward at the ends
Ilke oblique brown exclamation polnta,
s0 expausive was his smile,

“l adore I, she replled, her own
snille growing In responss to his. It
was Impossible to reelst the good na-
ture of him. 8She could not dislike
him, even though she dreaded him
deep down In her heart. Her blood
was hot and cold by turns when she
was with him, as her mind opened and
shut to thoughts pleasani and unpleas-
ant with something of the regularity
of n fish's gllls in breathing.

“When I get to heaven I mean to
have a place in the country the year
round,” he sald conclusively.

“And if you don't get to heaven?”

“] suppose Il take a furnished fat
somewhere,”

Bara was walling for them at the
bottom of the terrace as they drove
up. He leaped out and klssed her
hand.

“Much obllged,” he murmured, with
a slight twist of his head in the diree-
tion of Hetty, who was glving orders
to the chauffour,

“You're quite welcome,” sald Sara,
with & smile of understanding, “‘She's
lovely, Isn't she ¥

“Enchanting!” eald he, almost too
loudly.

Hetty walked up the long ascent
ahead of them, She did not have to
look back to know (that they were
watehing her with unfaltering interest
She could feel their gaze.

“Absolutaly adorable,” he added, en-
larging his estimate without really be-
Ing aware that he voleed It

Sara shot a look &t his rapt face,
and turned her own awny to hide the
queer little smile that flickered briefly
and died away,

Helty, pleading a sudden headache,
daclined to accompany them later on
In the day when they eet forth In the
oar to “plek up” Brandon Booth at the
fan. They were to bring him over,
bag and baggage, to stay till Tuesday.

“He will be wild to paint her,” de-
clared Leslle when they were out of
sight around the bend in the road. He
lind waved his hat to Hetty just be-
fore the trees shut off their view of
her. Bhe was standing at the top of
the steps beslde one of the tall Itallan
vinsea,

“I've never soen such eyes,” he ex-
claimed,

“She's & darling.” sald Sara and
changed the subject, knowing full wall
that he would come back to It before
lﬂﬁ‘.

“I'm mad about her” le sald sim-
ply, and then, for some unaccountable
reason, gave over belng loguacidus
and lapsed Into a state of almost
lugubrious qulet,

She glanced at his face, fnm
at first, as If uncertain of his
then with & prolonged stare that was
trankly ourlous snd amused, :
“Don’t lose your head, l-ulk."

purringly.

| Ban Franclsco nowspaper to a bag of

if I thought shw'd— Bul nonsense!
Let's talk abeul something else
Yourself, for instance."

She leaned dack with a smile on
her lips, but mot In her eyes; and
drew a long, decp broath He waas
hard hit. That was what she wanted
to know,

They fousd Dooth at the inn. He
waa altting on the old-fashionad porch,
surtounded by bags and boys. As he
climbed Into the car after the bage.
the boye grinned and jingled the coins
in thelr pockets and ventured, almost
In unison, tha intelllgence that they
would all be there M he eover came
back again. Blg and lttle, they had
transported his easel and canvasses
from place to place for three woeeks
or more and his departure was Lo be
regarded ne a financial calamity,

Laeslie, perhaps In the desire to be
alone with his reflections, sat forward
with the chauffeur, and paid little or
no heed to the unhappy persom's com:
ments on the vile condition of all vil
Inge thorougbfarcs, New York eity in-
cluded. :

“And you painted those wretched
little boys Instead of the beautiful
things that nature provides for us out
here, Mr. Booth?" Sara was saying
to the artist beside her.

“Of courte 1 managed to got a bit

s

“Enchanting!"™ Said He, Aimost Too
Loudly.

of nature, even at that,” sald he, with
a smile. "“Boys are pretiy close to
carth, you know. To be perfectly hon-
ost, 1 did it in order to get away from
the eminently beautiful but unnatural
thiopgs I'm required to paint at home."

“1 suppose we will see you at the
Wrandall place this summer."

“I'm coming out to palnt Leslle's
sister In June, 1 belleve. And that
reminds me, | came upon an uncom-
monly pretty girl not far from your
place the other day—and yestorday,
as well—some one ['ve met before, no-
less I'm vastly mistaken. 1 wonder
It you know your nelghbora well
enough—hby sight, at leagt—to venture
a good guess as to whe I mean.”

She appeared thoughtful.

“Oh, there are dozens of pretty
girls in the neighborhood. Can't you
remember where you met—" She

slopped suddenly, a swirt look of ap-
prehension in her eyes.

He falled to note the look or the
broken sentence. He was searching
in his coat pocket for something. Se.
letting a letter from the middle of a
small pocket, he held it out to her,

“l ekatched this from memory. She
posed all too briefly for me,” he sald.

On the back of the envelope was a
remarkably good likeness of Hetty
Castleton, done broadly, sketehlly,
with a crayon point, wvidently drawn
with haste while the impression was
fresh, but long after she bad passed
out of range of his vision.

*l know her,” sald Sara quletly.
“It'e very clever, Mr. Booth.”

“There is something hauntingly fa-
millar about It,” he went on, looking
at the sketch with a frown of perplex-

ity. “U've seen her somewhere, but
for the Ie of me | ean't place her.
Perflaps in & crowded strget, or the
theater, or a rallway trale—just o
floeting glimpse, you know, But In
amy event | got A Insting lmpression,
Queer things like that happes, don't
you think so?"

Mrs, Wrandall lemned forward and
spoke to Leslle. As he turned, she
banded him the envelope, without
comment,

“Gireal Scott!” ke exclalmed.

“Mr, Booth I8 & mind reader,” she
explained. “He has been reading
your thoughts, dear boy.”

Booth understood, and grinned.

“You don't mean to say—" began
the dumfounded Leslle, still starlag
at the sketeh. “Upon my word, it's a
wonderful llkeness, old chap. 1 didn't
know you'd ever met her.”

“"Met har® cried Booth, an aminble
conuplrator. “I've never met her"

“See here, don't try anything lke
that on me. How could you do thie
If you've never seen—"

“He s & mind reader,” cried Sara.

“Flaven't you been thinking of her
steadlly for—well, we'll say ten min-
utea?" demanded Booth.

Leslle reddened. “Nonsense!™

“That's & mental telepathy sketoh.”
snid the artist, complacantly.

“When did you do that?

“This Instant, you might say. Bee!
Here I8 the crayon polint. [ always
carry one around with me for just
auch—"

“All right,” esald Leslle blandly, at
the same tl putting the envelope in
his own pocket; “we'll let it go at
that, If you're so clever at mind ple-
tures you can go to work and make
another for yourself. 1 mean to keeap
this one.”

“f pay,” began Booth, dismayed.

“One's thoughts are his own,” sald
the happy possessor of the ekotch, He
turned his back on them.

Sara was contrite, "He
give it up,'” she lamented.

“Is hie really hard hit?" asked Booth

will never

In surprise.
“I wonder,” mused Sara.
“Of coursa he's welcome to the

sketch, confound him.”

“Would you like to paint her?”

“Is this a commlisaion?”

“Hardly. 1 know her,
She Is a very dear [friend."”

“My heart ls set on palnting some
one else, Mrs. Wrandall"

“Oh!"

“When I know you better I'll tell
you who she 18"

“Could you make a sketch of thia
other one from memory? she asked

that's all

lightly,
“1 think so, I'll ehow you one this
evening, | have my trusty crayon

about me always, as | sald before.”

Later in the afternoon Booth came
foce to face with Hetty, He was de-
scending the stalrs and met her com:
ing up, The Bun streamed in through
tha tall windows at the turn in the
stalrs, shining full In her uplifted face
ns she approached him from below.
He could not repress the start of
amazement. She was carrying a box
of rosea in her nrma-—red roges whose
stems protruded far beyond the end
of the pasteboard box and reeked of
a fragrant dampness,

S8he gave him a shy, startled smile
as she passed. He had stopped to
make room for her on the turn. Some-
what dazed, he continued on his way
down the steps, Lo suddenly remember
with n twinge of dismaey that he had
not returned her polite smile, but had
gtared at her with most unblinking
fervor. In no little shame and em:
barrassment he sent a swift glance
over his shoulder., She was walking
close to the banister rall on the floor
above. As he glaneced up thelr eyes
met, for she too had turned to peer.

Leslie Wrandall was standing near
the foot of the stairs, There was an
eager, exalted look In his face that
slowly mave way to well-assumed un-
concarn as his friend came upon him
and grasped his arm,

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

ALMOST PERFECT IN SYSTEM

Modern Hotel a Wonderful Improve
ment Over Its Predecessor of Only
a Few Years Ago.

“It is wonderful to appreciate the
difference In hotel systems of today
and 16 years ago. And still, with all
the conveniences that are offered to
guests at practically the same rates,
there 1s the man who finds fault.

“Today guests have telephones n
thelr rooms, wheress several  yeasm
ago they had anythlng from A cow |

bell to & row of brass checks oporal- !
ed with & cord

“At the old Gobson house, about
twelve years ago, wo installed a de-
vice for lessening labor which was
called & teleseme. It wam a sort of'

punch button affalr which was sup-|

posed to sigual for anything from a

peanuts. You'd push the button so
many times and different lights would
bob up on the board In the oMce after
the clerk had reloased the Indicator.

i put in tho telephone for hotels.

“Another device was the old cord

in the room at the Grand hotel. A
certaln number of pulls would release
brass checks on which was scheduled
the desire of the guest. Whenever a
pull eame on this indicator it sounded
as though some one had dropped a
couple of hundred brass ehecks on a
marble floor,

“This aftalr was a nulsance, for we
got to sending loe water to a room
avery time it worked, Many times a
guest would recelve three or four
pitchers of water.

“Then some one eame along and
The

s modern day hotel is & wonderful -
' stitution compared with that of but & | |

few years ago'”—Clocinpati Com-
clal Tribune.

Legal Tangle,

The day was drawing to a clese
Judge, Jurors, wilnessoa and lawyers
were growing weary, says the Theoso-
phical Path. Floally the counsel for
the prosecution rose (o examine the
defendant.

“Exactly how far is it between the

jwo towns." asked the lawyer, In »

weary voloe
Mtu!mﬂuumwlm

The defndant yawned, and replied: |

our cloth gives
yanbackachemloo
atit. Use RUB-NO-MO
CARBO NAPTHA SOAP.
No rubbing required.
Clothes on the line

quickly—fresh, sweet
and clean.

RUB-NO-MORR
CARBO NAPTHA
SOAP should be
wned freely fiou
washing the finest
fabwic, It does no
harm to it and

meeds nohot water.
Carbo Dldnfecb Naptha Cleans
RUB-NO-MORE  RUB-NO-MORE
Carbo Naptha Soap Washing Pewder

Five Conts—All Grocers
The Rub-No-Mere ('o.. Ft. Wlm lnd.

y excellent granses (ull of nutrit

Al the only food required sither for e
W or dairy purposes. In 1912, and ag.
lﬂl at Chicago, Mankoba
the Champlonship

W.8. NETHERY
Interurban Blag.
Columbus, Ohle

Canadian
Government Agent

TAKE NO .UII'I'W UTI.

wlam on the lf liﬂ-
mmmhnh!amvuut!r crdar
direat from factery, mﬂmn_bu
of the Mamlly w8 il pries, . fres.
Wit ter I}

Alt on, alightly maed nnﬂ

\ 5 aied ullh'
Q) el . wn%.
- S Bpark Wirui, l_-,- .
r’w :«hn I uwesL pncnuﬂmr THD Thil,
srisfastion assured, Now appoamnce ‘ot order
L #u.u-' lg

l'luu' Trpewriier Halew Cu,,
Wat o i
ot g sy g
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Knowledge for the Poor,

For the well man, or woman, diet
etic knowledge {8 primarily a guestion
of dollars and cents, but for the poor
man, particularly with a family of
growing children, thiz aspect of the
cuse may have n very powerful effect
upon health, As Dr. Graham Lusk
has very well sald, the laboring man's
efficlency depends upon his stoking,
and every man, or his wile, should be
n competent fireman at this sort of
stoking. No one, for example, having
trouble to make both ends meat ghould
spend money for a can of tomatoes,
or any one of dozens of other so
called foods, which have, comparatives
Iy epeaking, no food value whatever,
It Is ordinarily estimated that a hard.
worklng man  requires about three
thousand culoriea n day, an office
man about two thousand five hundred.

No Agriculturist,
“They say there is money in running
alllgator farms In Florida.”
“But, of course, p man has to have
experience. Take me, now, 1 don't

iy

LN T

even know the right time ofygar to

plant alligators.™

N

His Specialty,

“Did you hear about Muggins taking
up settlement work?" “Yes, he usu-
ally works his creditors for 60 cents
on the dollar.,”—Town Toplos.

Loxe may come and love may g0,
but the installment ¢ollector Is more
persistent. . -

It's to keep bouse if
perfect w'nant:. & woman who
woik, tired and suffering from an s
back has a heavy burden.

Doan's Kidney Pills have cared thai
sands of suffering women.
rocommended IMII‘ m o |

AN INDIANA CASE .’

oI

: = ;\ wl- - o
’fr.ﬂ-.»‘

L ias
s

| S

e
o
5
o
"
O 7
¥
5

-,




